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T HE characters to whom the Poem is addreſſed, and the 
ſubject of it—peace—difſolution of the army—General 
Waſhington's farewell, advice and retirement—apoſtrophe 
to him—the happineſs of the Americans conſidered: as a 
free and agricultural people—articles which contribute to 
their felicity during the different ſeaſons—winter's amuſe- 
ments, which produce a digreſſion concerning the late war 


and the author the pleaſures which ſucceeded the horrors 


of war —invocation to connubial love deſcription of the 
female ſex and character, marriage and domeſtic life in 
America—the preſent ſtate of ſociety there—the face of the 
country at and ſince the period of its diſcovery—the plea- 
ſant proſpects exhibited by the progreſs of agriculture and 
population---eulogy of agriculture---addreſs to Congreſs--- 
the Genius of the weſtern world invoked to accelerate our 
improvements---a treaty of commerce propoſed with Great 
Britain---ſuperior advantages for a marine---America called 
upon to employ her ſons, on diſcoveries, in the carrying 


trade, fiſhing and whaling---commerce---interrupted by the 


Algerines---ſenſation produced by it on the Americans--- 
invocation for powers of expreſſion to excite them to re- 
venge---a view of the miſeries of the priſoners---which 

terminates 


(4) 
terminates in an anathema on the perpetrators of ' ſuch 
cruelties---friends of the captives and ruined merchants 
how affected---exhoriation to arms unleſs an equitable 
peace can be obtained---apoſtrophe to the tributary pow- 
ers- reſolution to be taken by us---our reſources hinted 
from a glance at the late war---Great Britain and Algiers 


contraſted---prayer to the Supreme Being---an army raiſed 
---preparations for war---a navy formed---naval combat 
with the corſairs---their defeat---their woe---the utter 
deſtruction of their country---return and rejoicings of the 
victors---a proſpect. 
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Ou happy people, ye to whom is given 
A land enrich'd with ſweeteſt dews of Heaven ! 
Ye, who poſſeſs Columbia's virgin prime, 

In harveſts bleſt of ev'ry ſoil and clime! 

Ye happy mortals, whom propitious fate 
Reſerv'd for actors on a ſtage ſo great?' 

Sons worthy fires of venerable name ; 

Heirs of their virtue and immortal fame; 
Heirs of their rights, ſtill better underſtood, 
Declar'd in thunder, and confirm'd in blood 1 
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For ye, your preſent happineſs I ſing, 
With all the joys the cherub peice can Bring; 
When your tall fleets ſhall lift their ſtarry pride, 
And fail triumphant o'er the bill'wy' tide. 


The ſong begins where all our bliſs began—— : 
What time th' Almighty check'd the writh of man, 
Diſtill'd in bleeding wounds the balm of peace, 
And bade the rage of mortal diſcotd ceaſe. 
Then foes grown friends from toils of ſlaughter breath'd, 
Then wars worn trobps their blord-ſtaih'd weapons ſheath'a; 
Then our great Chief to Vernon's ſhades withdrew, 
And thus to public life pronounc'd adieu. 


Farewell to public life; to public care, 
Now I with peace to happier ſcenes repair. 
And, oh, my country, may'ſt thou ne'er forget 
Thy bands victorious, and thy. honeſt debt l 
If aught, which proves thy rights to me are dear, 
Gives me a claim to ſpeak—thy ſons to hear 
On them I call—Compatriots dear and brave, 
Theſe warning truths. deep in your boſoms grave, 
To guard your ſacred Rights be juſt! be wiſe ? 
There all your bliſs; there all your glory lies. 
Beware the feuds whence civil war proceeds ;. 
Fly mean ſuſpicions ; fly inglorious deeds 3 
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Shun fell corruption's peſtilential breath, 
To ſtates the czuſt and hatbinger of death ; 
Fly diſſipation, in whoſe vortex whitl'd, 
Sink the proud nations of the elder world ; . # 

Avoid the hidden ſnares that pleaſure ſpreads; 

To ſeize and chain you in her golden threads ; 

Refuſe to hear her faſcinating notes, | 

While lux'ry pours her poiſon down your throats 3 | 
Let not the luſt of gold, or pow'r inthral ; . | 
Nor liſt to wild ambition's frantic call; 

Stop, ſtop your ears to diſcord's cnrſt alarme, 
Which rouſing, drive a mad ning world to arms 
Diſcord, that ſtartling with a fury's yell, 

Calls up the plagues of war let looſe from hell; 
But learn from others woes ſweet peace to prize, 
How rich you are, and where your treaſure lies; 
Within the compaſs of your little farms, 
Lodg'd in your breaſts, or folded in your arms, 
Bleſt in your clime, beyond all nations bleſt, 

By ocean's billows guarded from the reſt, 

Nor yet neglect the native force which grows 
Your ſhield from infult; and your wall from foes; 
But train full ſoon your youths by mimic fights, 
To ſtand the guardians of their country's rights. 
&- 
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By honour rul'd, with honeſty your guide, 
Be that your bulwark, and be this your ptide 
Increaſe the fed'ral ties, ſupport the laws, 

Keep public faith, revere.religion's cauſe. 
Thus grow to greatneſs—by experience find, 
Who live the beſt, are greateſt of mankind. 


And ye, my faithful friends, (for thus I name 
My fellow lab'rers in the field of fame) 
Ye, who have ſtood of adverſe fate the ſhock, 
Your nerves of ſteel, your breaſts a diamond rock; 
Ye, who for freedom nobly ſhed your blood, 
Dyed ev'ry plain and purpled ev'ry flood, | 
Where havoc heap'd of arms and men the wreck, 
From Georgia's ſtream to walls of proud Quebec. 
To theſe ſtern toils the peaceful ſcene ſucceeds 
The eyes of nations watch your future deeds, 
iGo act as citizens in life's retreat, 
Your parts as well, and make your fame compleat ; 
"Tis ours, forever, from this hour to part, 
Receive th' effuſions of a grateful heart 
Where er ye go may milder fates purſue z 
Receive my warmeſt thanks; my laſt adieu. 


The hero ſpoke an awful pauſe enſued ; - 
Each eye was red, each face with tears bedew'd : 
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As if the pulſe of life ſuſpended ſtood, | | 
An unknown horror chill'd the curdling blood: ; | 
Their arms were lock d their cheeks irriguous met, | 
By thy ſoft trickling dews, affection | wet 
Words paſt all utt'rance mock'd the idle tongue, 
While petrified in final gaze they clung. | | 
Das drop tha e wii Ae fouls With Bil, | 
With laurels crown'd—receiv'd with open arms— | . 
Now citizens, they form no ſep'rate claſs, 
But mix, diſſolving in rhe gen'ral maſs; 
Congenial metals thus by hrs flame; | 
Diſſolve, aſſimulate, and grow the fame. | | 
Swords turn'd to ſhares, war chang'd to rural toik, | 
The men who ſav'd now cultivate the ſoil. 
In no heroic age fince time began, | 
Appear'd ſo great the majeſty of man. 
His taſk compleat ; before the fires auguſt 
The hero ſtood, and render'd up his truſt. 
But who ſhall dare deſcribe that act ſupreme, 
And raiſe his fong high as the heav'nly theme F 
Who fing, tho aided with immortal pow'rs,. 
The towns in raptures, and the roads in flow'rs- 
Where'er he paſs'd what monarch ever knew 


Such acclamations,. burſts of joy ſo true? 
Cc What 
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What ſcenes I ſaw ! how oft ſurpris'd/I felt 


Thro' ſtreaming eyes, my heart dilated melt ! 


Theſe were bleſt ſcenes, which angels might behold, * 


Yet theſe bleſt ſcenes muſt ſtill remain untold ; 
Scenes which no words, no colours can diſplay, | 
No ſcultur'd marble, and no living lay ++ 

Yet ſhall theſe ſcenes be in my mem' ty Kill, 
Nor leſs the feſtal hours of Vernon's hill ; | 
Nor that when laſt of all 'twas mine to part, 

As the laſt heart-ſtring ſevers from, the heart, 

« Adieu, I cried, “ to Vernon's ſhades, adieu; 
The veſſel waits I ſee the beck'ning crew— 
Now me to other climes new duties guide, 

O'er the vaſt deſart of th' Atlantic tide. 

But here great citizen] may'ſt thou ne er ceaſe 
To prove how glorious are the works of peace: 
Here while thou hear'ſt life's diſtant thunders roll, 
Unmov'd thy calm ſerenity of ſoul, 

'Tis * thine to lure rich commerce up the bay, 
Make freighted barks beyond the mountains ſtray, 


* General Waſhington is actually occupied in opening the falls of Potow- 


mack and James Rivers, with the noble object of extending the navigation 
through the interior parts of America. Poſterity will judge whether this is not 
one of the great works of peace warthy the conſiſtency and dignity of his cha- 


racer. 
Make 
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Make inland ſeas thro open d channels a 

Monongahela wed Potowmack's tide, _ TIP 
New ſtates exulting, {ce the flitting falls, | | — + Ui 
Waft joy and plenty round the peopled vales,” " | 


All empires roſe e' er now,. the work of guilt, 
On conqueſt, blood, ot uſuepation built. 
But we, taught wiſdom by their woes and crimes, . . 
Fraught with their lore and born to better times: 
Our conſtitutions fotm'd on freedoms. haſe, | 
Which all the bleſſings of all lands embrace, 
Embrace humanity's extended cauſe 
A world our empire, for a world our laws. 


Thrice happy race! how bleſt' were freedom's 927 
If they but knew what happineſs is theirs, 
If they but knew, to them alone 'tis given 
To know none higher but the lau and Heaven / 
That /aw for them, and Albion's realms alone, 
On ſacred juſtice elevates her throne, 
Regards the poor, the fatherleſs protects, 
Defends the widow, and th' oppreſſor checks! 
If they but knew, beneath umbrageous trees, 
To prize the joys of innocence, and caſe, 
Of peace, of health, of temp'rance, toil, and reſt, 
And the calm ſun-ſhine of the conſcious breaſt, 

For 
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For them the ſpring his annual taſk reſumes, 58 
Inveſts in verdure, and adorns in blooms mo, 
Earth's parent lap—and all her wanton n 
In foliage fair with aromatic flow'rs. 
How nature's youth exhilerates the view, 


The air how mild, the ſky, what ſapphire blue 
Their fanning wings the zephyrs gently play, 
And winnow bloſſoms from each floating ſpray : 
In burſting buds the embryo fruits appear, 
The hope and glory of the rip'ning year l 


The mead that courts the ſcythe, the paſtur'd vale, 


And garden'd lawn their breathing ſweets exhale; 
On balmy winds a cloud of fragrance moves, 
And floats the odours of a thouſand groves 
For them, young ſammer ſheds a brighter day, 
Matures the germe with his prolific ray, 

With proſpects cheers, demands more ſtubborn toil, 
And pays their efforts from the grateful ſoil : 
The lofty maize its ears luxuriant yields— 

The yellow harveſts. gild the laughing fields, 
Stretch far o'er all th' interminable plain, 

And wave in grandeur like the boundleſs main; 
For them the flock o'er green ſavannas feeds, 
For them high-prancing, bound the ſnorting ſteeds, 


For. 
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For them the heifers graze ſequeſter'd dales, 
Or pour white nectar in the brimming pails; _ | 
For them the droves, and ey'ry kind of corn, | | 
The checker'd landſcapes brighten and adorn : 

To them, what time the hoary froſts draw near, | 

Ripe autumn brings the labours of the year; | 
The mellow fruit, the ſparkling joyous juice, 
With all the gifts which culture can produce, 

To thoſe, who learn philoſophy from Heaven, 

How fair the proſpect of autumnal even, 

As homeward from their fields they take their way, 
And turn to catch the ſun's departing ray! 

What ſtreaming ſplendours up the skies are roll d, 
Whoſe colours beggar Tyrean dyes and gold! 
Till night's dun curtains wide o'er all difplay'd, 
Shroud ſhad'wy ſhapes in melancholy ſhade. 


Then doubling clouds the wintry ſkies deform, 
And wrapt ia vapours comes the roaring ſtorm, 
With ſnows ſurcharg'd from tops of mountains fails, 
Loads leafleſs trees and fills the whiten'd vales: 
Then deſolation ſtrips the faded plains, 
Then tyrant death o'er vegetation reigns, 
The birds of Heav'n to other climes are fled, 
And one deep gloom o'er all the ſcene is ſpread ; 

| D Nor 
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Nor then unjoyous winter's rigours come; 


But find them happy and content with home; 


Their gran'ries filhd - the taſk of culture paſt— 
Warm at their fire they hear the howling blaſt, 
With patt' ring rain and ſnow, or driving ſleet, 
Rave idly loud, and at their window beat; 

Safe from its rage, regardlefs of its roar, 

In vain the tempeſt rattles at the door | 

The tame brutes ſhelter'd, and the feather'd brood, 
From them more provident demand their food : 
"Tis then the time from hoarding cribs to feed 


The ox labourious, and the noble ſeed ; 


'Tis then the time to tend the bleeting fold, 
To ſtrow with litter, and to fence from cold: 
The cattle fed—the fuel pil'd within— 

At ſetting day the bliſe ful hours begin: 

"Tis then, ſole owner of his little cot, 


The farmer feels his independent lot, 


Hears with the-crackling blaze, that lights the wall, 


The voice of gladneſs and of nature call, 
Beholds his children play, their mother ſmile, 
And taſtes with them the fruit of ſummer's toil. 


From ſtormy Heav'ns, the mantling clouds unroll'd, 
The {ky is bright, the ait ſerenely cold, | 
The 
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The keen north-weſt, that heaps the drifted ſnows, 
For months entire o'er frozen regions blow; 
Man braves his blaſt, his gelid breath inhales, 
And feels more vig'rous as the froſt prevails : 
Roads fill'd with ſnows, firſt difficult to paſs, 
By ſteps repeated harden into glaſs. | 


'Tis then full oft, in arts of love untried, 
The am'rous ſtripling courts his future bride z 
And oft beneath the bro:d moon's paler day, 
The village pairs aſcend the rapid fleigh, 
With jocund ſounds impel th enliven'd ſfeed— 
Oh ye who know their joys, the lulling ſpeed, | 
At ev'ry bridge the tributary kiſs, N 
Tell me, can aught exceed their ruſtic bliſs ! 

But diff rent ages diff rent. joys inſpire, 
Where friendly circles croud. the ſocial fire: 
For there the neighbours gath'ring round the hearth, 
Indulge in tales, news, politicks, and mirth ; 
Nor need we fear th' exhauſted fund ſhould fail, 
While garrulous old-age prolongs the tale. | 
There ſome old warrior, grown a village ſage, 
Whoſe locks are whiten'd with the froſts of age, 
While liſe's low burning lamp renews its light, 
With tales heroic ſhall beguile the night, 


( 16 ) | 


Shall tell of battles fought, of feats achiev'd, - 
And ſuff rings ne er by human heart conceiv'd ; 
Shall tell th' adventures of his eacly life, 

And bring to view the fields of mortal ſtrife; 

| What time the matin trump to battle ſings, 
And on his ſteed the horſeman ſwiftly ſprings, 
While down the line the drum, with thund'ring ſound, 
Wakes the bold ſoldier, lumb'ring on the groung, 
Alarm'd, he ſtarts, then ſudden joins his band, 
Who rang'd beneath the well-known: banner ſtand ; 
Then enſigns wave, and ſignal flags unfurl'd, 

Bid one great ſoul pervade a moving world; 

Then martial muſic's all-inſpiring breath, 

With dulcet ſymphonies leads on to death, 
Lights in cach breaſt the living beam of fame, 
Kindles the ſpark and fans the kindled flame ; 
Then meets the ſtedfaſt eye the ſplendid charms 
Of prancing ſteeds, of plumed troops and arms 
Arms that reflect a radiant wavy light, 

And gleam and burn intolerably bright, 

Reflected ſun-beams dazzling gild afar 

The pride, the pomp, and circumſtance of war; 
Then thick as hail-ſtones, from an angry ſky, 

In volied ſhow'rs the bolts of vengeance fly, 


Unnumber'd 
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Unnumber'd unſeen deaths ride on the air, 
While ſwift deſcending, with a frightful glare, 
The big bomb burſts——the fragments ſcatter'd round, 
Beat down whole bands, and pulverize the ground ; 
Then joins the cloſer fight on Hudſon's banks, 
Troops ſtrive with troops, ranks bending preſs on ranks, 
O'er flipp'ry plains the ſtruggling legions reel, 
Then livid lead and Bayonne's glitt'ring ſteel, 
With dark- red holes their mangled boſoms bore ; 
While wounded courſers ſnorting foam and gore, 
Bear wild their riders o'er the carnag'd plain, 

And falling, roll them headlong on the lain, 
To ranks conſum'd, another rank ſucceeds, 
Freſh victims fall, afreſh the battle bleeds ; | 
And nought of blood can ſtaunch the open'd fluice, 
'Till night with darkneſs brings a grateful truce. 
Thus will the vet'ran-tell the tale of wars, 
Diſcloſe his breaſt to count his glorious ſcars ; 
In mute amazement hold the liſt ning ſwains, 
Make freezing horror creep thro! all their veins, 
Or oft at freedom's name their ſouls inſpice 
With patriot ardor and heroic fire. 


I too, perhaps, ſhould Heav'n prolong my date, 
The oft repeated tale ſhall oft relate; 
E 


Shall 
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Shall tell the feelings in the firſt alarme, 

Of ſome bold enterprize th' unequall'd charms ; 
Shall tell from whom I learnt the martial art, 
With what high chiefs I play'd my early part; 
With Parſons firſt, whoſe eye with piercing ken, 
Reads thro' their hearts the characters of men; 
Then how I aided in the following ſcene, 
Death- daring Putnam then immortal Greene— 
Then how great Waſhington my youth approv'd, 
In rank preferr'd, and as a parent lov'd, 

(For each fine ſeeling in his boſom blends, 

The firſt of heroes, ſages, patriots, friends !) 
With him what hours on warlike plans I ſpent, 


Beneath the ſhadow of th' imperial teat ; 


With him how oft I went the nightly round, 
Thro' moving hoſts or ſlept on tented ground; 
From him how oft (nor far below the firſt 

In high beheſts and confidential truſt) 

From him how oft I bore the dread commands, 
Which deſtin'd for the fight the eager bands; 
With him how oft I paſt th' eventful day, 


Rode by his fide, as down the long array 
His awful voice the columns taught to form, 


To point the thunders and to pour the ſtorm. 
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But thanks to Heaven! thoſe days of blood are o'er, 


The trumpet's clangor, the loud cannon's roar : 
No more advance the long extended lines 


Front form'd to front—no more the battle joins 
With ruſhing ſhock—th' unſufferable ſound 


Rends not the ſkies—nor blood diſtains the ground. 


Nor ſpread thro' peaceful villages afar, 

The crimſon flames of deſolating war; 

No more this hand, fince happier days ſucceed, 
Waves the bright blade or reins the fiery ſteed ; 
No more for martial fame this boſom burns, 
Now white-rob'd peace to bleſs a world returns; 
Now foſt ring freedom all her bliſs beſtows, 

- Unnumber'd bleſſings for unnumber'd woes. 


Revolving ſeaſons thus by turns invite 
To rural joys and conjugal delight— 
Oh thou ſweet paſſion, whoſe bleſt charm connecis 
In Heav'ns own ties, the ſtrong and feebler ſex | . 
Shed thy ſoft empire o'er the willing mind, 
Exalt, adorn, and purify mankind ! 
All nature feels thy pow'r—the vocal grove 
With air- born melody awakes to love, 
To love the boldeſt tenants of the fky, 
To love the little birds extatic fly, 


- 


To 
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To love ſubmit the monſters of the main, 
And ev'ry beaſt that haunts the deſart plain 


But man alone the brighteſt flame inſpires, 


A ſpark divine, caught from celeſtial fires.— 
Hail hallow'd wedlock, pureſt, happieſt ſtate, 
Let me untried thine extacies relate! 

Jive me cer long thy myſteries to prove, 
ind taſte as well as ſing the ſweets of love! 


Ye blooming daughters of the weſtern world, 5 
Whoſe graceful locks by artleſs hands are curt'd, 
Wioſe limbs of ſymmetry and ſnowy breaſt, 
me moſt admir'd in ſimple neatneſs dreſt ; 
ku :ath the veil of modeſty, who hide 
e boaſt of nature and of virgin pride— 

For beauty needs no meretricious art 

> find a paſſage to the opening heart) 

h make your charms ev'n in my ſong admir'd, 

Iy ſong immortal by your charms inſpir'd. 
hoe laviſh nature ſheds each various grace 
That forms the figure, or that decks the face; 


- Tho' fair the breaſt, the waiſt, the ſtature tall, 
Each part proportion'd, not too large, or ſmall; 


Tho! health, with innocence, and glee the while, 
Dance in their eye, and wanton in their ſmile ; 


Tho 
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Tho mid the lilly's white unfolds the roſe, 
As on their check the bud of beauty blows, 
Spontaneous bloſſom of the tranſient fluſh, 
| Which glows and reddens to a ſcarlet bluſh,” . 

What time the maid, unread in flames and darts, 
| Firſt feels of loye the palpitating ſtarts, 
Feels from the heart life's quicken'd currents glide, 
Her boſom heaving with the bounding tide— 
Tho ſweet their lips—their features more than fair 
*Tho' curls luxuriant of untortur'd hair | | 
Grow long, and add unutterable charms, | 
While ev'ry look enraptures and alarms ; | | 
Yet ſomething ſtill beyond th' exterior form, 
With goodneſs fraught with animation warm, 
Inſpires their actions, digaifies their mein, 
Gilds ev'ry hour and beautifies each ſcene; + 
'Tis thoſe perſections of ſuperior kind, 
The moral beauties which adorn the mind; 
'Tis thoſe enchanting founds mellifluous hung, 
In words of truth and kindneſs on their tongue, 
'Tis delicacy gives their charms new worth, 
And calls the lovelineſs of beauty forth ; 
'Tis the mild influence beaming from their eyes, 
Like vernal ſun- beams round cerulean ſkies ; 


F Bright 
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Bright emanations of the ſpotleſs ſoul, 
Which warm and chear and vivify the whole! 


Here the fair ſex an equal honour claims, 

| Wakes chaſte deſire nor burns with lawleſs flames 
No eaſtern manners here conſign the charms 

Of beauteous ſlaves to ſome loath'd maſter's arms ; 
No lovely maid in wedlock e'er was ſold N 
By parents baſe, for mercenary gold ; 

Nor fore'd the hard alternative to try, 

To live diſhonour'd or with hunger die. 

Here uncontroul'd, and foll'wing nature's voice, 
The happy lovers make th' unchanging choice, 
While mutual paſſions in their boſoms glow, 
While ſoſt confeſſions in their kiſſes flow, 

While their right hands in plighte&faith are given, 
Their vows accordant reach approving Heaven. 


Nor here the wedded fair in ſplendour vye, 
To ſhine the idols of the public eye ; 

Nor place their happineſs, like Europe's dames, 
In balls and maſquerades, in plays and games; 
Each home felt bliſs exchang d for foreign ſports, 
A round of pleaſures or th' intrigues of courts; 
Nor ſeek of government to guide the plan, 
And wreſt his bold prerogatives jrom man. 


What 


93 
What tho not form d in affectation s ſchool, 
Nor taught the coquet eye to roll by rule, 
Nor how to prompt the glance, the frown, the ſmile, 
Or practice all the little arts of guile 
What tho' not taught the uſe of female arms, 
Nor cloth'd in panoply of conq'ring charms, 
Like ſome fine garniſh'd heads—th' exterior fair, 
In paints, coſmetics, powder, borrow'd hair 
Yet theirs are pleaſures of a diff tent kind. 
Delights at home more. uſeful, more refin'd: 
Theirs are th' attentions, theirs the ſmiles that pleaſe, 
With hoſpitable cares, and modeſt caſe 
Tis theirs to act in ſtill, ſequeſter d life, | 
The glorious parts of parent, friend, and wife z | 
Tis theirs with dignity to fill thoſe parts, xs oth 
And blend ſome knowledge of the finer arts. 
What nameleſs grace, what unknown charm is theirs, 
To ſooth their partners, and divide their cares, 
Calm raging pain, delay the parting breath, 
And light a ſmile on the wan cheek of death! 


No feudal ſyſtems riſing genius mar, 
Compel to ſervile toils or drag to war; 
But free each youth his-fav'rite courſe purſuet, 
The plow paternal or the ſylvan Muſe. 5 
For 
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For here exiſts once mort th' Arcadian ſcene, 


Thoſe ſimple manners and that golden * 4 
Here holds ſociety its middle ſtage, 

Between too rude and too reſin d an me; 

As far from that in which no ray of ligt 
Pierc'd gothic clouds dark with primeval night, 
From brutal rudeneſs of that ſavage ſtate— 

As from refinements which o erwhelm the great, 
Thoſe diſſipations hich their bliſs annoyj, 
And blaſt and poiſon each domeſtic joy. 


What tho' for us, the pageantry of kings, Inſt 
Crowns, thrones, and ſceptres are ſuperflous things, 
What tho' we lack the gaudy pomp that waits | 
On eaſtern monarchs or deſpotic ſtates, = 
Yet well we ſpare what realms deſpotic feel. 
 Oppreſſion's ſcourge and perſecution's wheel, = 
| What tho no ſplendid ſpoils of other times, 
Invite the curious to theſe weſtern climes ; 

No virtuoſo A aim, : 
Here hunts the ſhadow of departed fame; 
What tho' no myſtic obeliſk or wall, 

Or piles of rubbiſh his attention call; 
No ruin'd ſtatues claim the long reſearch, 
No fliding columns and no crumbling arch, 
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Inſcriptions half effac'd and falſely read, 

Or cumbrous relicks of th' unletter'd dead. 

Yet here I rove untrodden (ſcenes among, 

Catch inſpiration for my riſing ſong ; 

See nature's grandeur awfully unfold, 

And, rapt in thought, her works ſublime behold; 
For here vaſt wilds which human foot ne'er trod, 
Are mark'd with footſteps of a preſent God; 

His forming hand on nature's broadeſt ſcale, 
O'er mountains mountains pil'd and ſcoop'd the vale ; 
Made ſea like ſtreams in deeper channels run, 
And roll'd thro' brighter Heav'ns his genial ſun. 
In vain of day, that rolling lucid eye, 

Look'd down in mildneſs from the ſmiling ſky ; 
In vain the germe of vegetation lay, 

And pin'd in ſhades ſecluded from the day; 

In vain this theatre for man fo fair, | 

Spread all its charms for beaſts or birds of air; 
Or ſavage tribes, who wand'ring thro' the wood, 
From beaſts and birds obtain'd precarious food: 
'Till great Columbus roſe and led by Heaven, 
Call'd worlds to view hid in the {kirt of even. 


Riſe, daring mals with bolder flight explore, 
The hcav'nly wonders for theſe climes ig ſtore, on 
As Sino 


Sing nature lab'ring with her lateſt birth, 
And a new empire riſing on the earth 
Now other ſcenes in theſe bleſt climes prevail, 


The ſounds of population fill the gale. 
The dreary waſtes by mighty toils reclaim'd, 


Deep marſhes drain'd, wild woods and thickets tam'd : | 


Now fair Columbia, child of Heav'n, is ſeen 


In flow'r of youth and robes of lovely green, 


Than virgin fairer on her bridal morn, 
Whom all the graces, all the loves adorn, 


Here planters find a ceaſeleſs ſource of charms, | 


In clearing fields and adding farms to farms— 
*Tis independence prompts their daily toil, 

And calls forth beauties from the deſart foil : 
What untried pleaſure fills each raptur'd ſenſe, 
When ſturdy toil thro' darken'd wilds immenſe, 
Firſt pours the day- beams on the opening glade, 
And glebes embrown'd with everlaſting ſhade ! 
Here equal fortunes, eaſe, the ground their own, 


Augment their numbers with increaſe unknown— : 
Here haml:ts grow—here Europe's pilgrims come 


From vaſſal'd woes to find a quiet home— 
The eye no view of waining cities meets, 
Of mould'ring domes, of narrow, fetid ftreets ; 


Of 
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Of grey-haic'd wretches who ne er own'd a ſhed, 
And beggars dying for the want of bread : 
But oft in tranſport round th' horizon roves, 
O'er mountains, valleys, towns and ſtately groves z 
Then dwells beſt pleas'd on cultivated plains, 
Steeds, flocks, and herds commix'd with lab'cing ſwains. 


Hail agriculture! by whoſe parent aid, ? | 
The deep foundations of our States are laid 
The ſeeds of greatneſs by thy hand are ſown, 
Theſe ſhall mature with thee, and time alone — 
But ſtill conduct us on thy ſober plan, | 
Great ſource of wealth, and earlieſt friend of man 


Ye rev'rend fathers, props of freedom's cauſe, 
Who rear'd an empire by your ſapient laws, 8 
With bleſt example give this leſſon weight, 
That toil and virtue make a nation great!” 
Then ſhall your names reach-earth's remoteſt clime, 
Riſe high as Heav'n and brave the rage of time— 
His liſt'ning ſons the fire ſhall oft remind, 

Who were the ſages firſt in Congreſs join'd : 
The faithful Hancock grac'd that early ſcene, 
Great Waſhington appear'd in godlike mein, 
Jay, Laurens, Clinton ſkill'd in ruling men, 
And he who earlier held the farmer's pen 
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'Twas Lee, that now fits at the fathers' head, > 
Who erſt the cauſe of Independence plead— - 
The ſelf-taught Sherman urg'd his reaſons clear, 
And all the Livingſtons, to freedom dear— 
What countleſs names in fair proceflion throng, 
With Rutledge, Johnſon, Naſh demand the ſong ! 
And chiefly ye of human kind the friends, 

On whoſe high taſk my humbler toil attends, 
Ye who uniting realms in leagues of peace, 

The ſum of human happineſs increaſe ! 

Adams, the ſage, a patriot from his youth, 
Whoſe deeds are honour and whole voice is truth; 
Undying Franklin from the hill of fame, 

Who bids the thunders ſpread his awful name ; 
And Jefferſon, whoſe mind with ſpace extends, 
Each ſcience woos, all knowledge comprehends, 
Whoſe patriot deeds and elevated views 

Demand the tribute of a loftier muſe :— 

Tho' Randolph, Hoſmer, Hanſon fleep in death, 
Still theſe great patriots draw the vital breath, 
And can a nation fail in peace to thrive, 

Where ſuch ſtrong, talents, ſuch high worth ſurvive ! 
Rous'd at the thought, by vaſt ideas fir'd, 

His breaſt enraptur'd and his tongue infpir'd, 


J 
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Another * Bard, in conſcious genius bold, 

Now fings the new world happier than the old. 
© Great genius of our world! aſſert our fame, 

In other bards awake the dormant flame 

Bid vivid colours into being ſtart, 

Men grow immortal by the plaſtic art ! 

Bid columns ſwell, ſtupendous arches bend, 

Proud cities riſe, aerial ſpires aſcend ! 

Bid muſic's pow'r the pangs of woe aſſuage ! 

With nobler views inſpire th' enlighten'd age 

In freedom's voice pour all thy bolder charms, 

'Till reaſon ſaperſede the force of arms, 

Till peaceful ſtreamers in each gale ſhall play, 

From orient morning to deſcending day. 

In mortal breaſts, ſhall hate immortal laſt ? 

Albion !—Columbia ! - ſoon forget the paſt ! 

In friendly intercourſe your int reſts blend 

Do not our nations equally deſcend 

From the ſame fires magnanimous and brave ? 

Then let us heal the mutual wounds we gave, 


* Mr, Barlow, of Hartford, in Connecticut, who is writing a Poem in 
nine Books, entitled, The Viſion of Columbus. This performance will be 
printed in a very ſhort time, 

H Let 
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Let thoſe be friends, whom kindred blood allies 
Wich language, laws, religion's holieſt ties ! 
Ves, mighty Albion! ſcorning low intrigues, 


Wich young Columbia form commercial leagues, 
So ſhall mankind thro! endleſs years admire, 
More potent realms than Carthage leagu'd with Tyre. 


* Where lives the nation fraught with ſuch reſource, 
Such vaſt materials for a'naval force ? 

Where grow ſo rife the iron, "maſts and ſpars, 

The hemp, the timber, and the daring tars ? 

Where are the youths, inur'd to heat and cold 
Thro' ev'ry zone, more hardy, ſtrong and bold? 
Let other climes of other produce boaſt, 

Let gold, let diamonds grow on India's coaſt ; 

| Let flaming ſuns from arid plains exhale 

The ſpicy odours of Arabia's gale ; 

Let fragrant ſhrubs that bloom in regions calm, 

Pe fumes expiring bleed ambtoſial balm; 

Let olives flourith in Heſperia's ſoil, 

Anana- ripen in each tropic iſle ; 

Let Gallia gladden in her cluſt ring vines, 

Let Sp in exu t in her Peruvian mines; 

Let plains of Barb'ry boaſt the gen'rous ſteed, 

Far- ſam'd for beauty, ſtrength, and matchleſs ſpeed z 
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But men, Columbia, be thy fairer growth, 
Men of firm nerves who ſpurn at fear and ſloth, 
Men of high courage like their fires of old, 
In labour patient as in danger bold ! 


Then wake, Columbia daughter of the ſkies, 
Awake to glory and to greatneſs riſe ! 

Ariſe and ſpread thy virgin charms abroad, 
Thou laſt, thou faireſt offspring of a God! 
Extend thy viſion where more bleſſings lie, 

And ope new proſpects for th' enraptur'd eye! 


See a new æta on this globe begun, . | 


And circling years in brighter orbits run! 

See. the fair dawn of univerſal peace, 

When hell-born diſcord on the earth ſhall ceaſe ! 
Commence the taſk aſſign'd by Heav'ns decree, 
From pirate rage to, vindicate the ſca! 


Bid thy live oaks in ſouthern climes that grow, 
And pines that ſhade the northern mountain's brow, 
In mighty pomp deſcending on the main, 

With fails expanded ſweep the watry plain, 


Thy riſing ſtars in unknown ſkies diſplay, 
And bound thy labours with the walks of day, 


Bid from thy ſhore a philanthropic band, 
The torch of icicace glowing in their hand, 


O'er 
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Ober trackleſs waves extend their daring toils, 
To find and bleſs a thouſand peopled iſles— 

Not lur'd to blood by domination's luſt, 

The pride of conqueſt, or of gold the thirſt, 
Not arm'd by impious zeal with burning brands, 
To ſcatter flames and ruin round their ſtrands ; | 
Bid them to wilder'd men new lights impart, 
Heav'ns nobleſt gifts with ev'ry uſeful art. 


Bid thy young ſons whom toil for glory forms, 
Ne ſkill acquiring, learn to brave the ſtorms, 
To ev'ry region thy glad harveſts beat— 

Where happy nations breath a milder air; 

Or where the natives feel the ſcorching ray, 

And pant and faint beneath a flood of day; 

Or thro' thoſe ſeas where mounts of ice ariſe, ' 
Th' eternal growth of hyperborean ſkies, 

Where feeble rayleſs ſuns obliquely roll, 

Or one long night inveſts the frozen pole. %Y 


Then bid thy northern train who draw the fine, 
In occan's caverns find a richer mine, 
Than fam'd Potoſi's or Golconda's ore, 
Or all the treaſures of the Aſian ſhore, 
Bid them with hooks delufive ply the flood, 
And feed whole kingdoms with the finny food, 
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This ſhall compenſate for a ſterile ſoil, 
Cheer their long watching and beguile their toil. 


And bid thy youths whoſe brawny limbs are ſtrung 

For bolder toils—purſue thoſe toils unſung 
Purſue thro' foreign ſeas in barks ſo frail, 
The dreadful combat of th' enormous whale : 
Lo where he comes the foaming billows riſe ! | 0 
See ſpouted torrents cloud the miſty ſkies, 
dee in the {kiff the bold harponer ſtand, - 
The murd'ring iron in his ſkiltul hand ; 
From him alone th' attentive youths await 
A joyful vict'ry or a mournful fate: 
His meas'ring eye the diſtance now explores, 
His voice now checks and now impels the oars, 
The panting crew a ſolemn filence keep, 
Stillneſs and horror hover o'er the deep z 
When now full nigh he hurls the barbed dart, 
The weapon ſtrikes a vulnerable part— 
The wounded monſter plunging down th' abyfs 
Makes uncoil'd cords thro! boiling waters hiſs— 
And oft the boat drawn ſudden underneath, 
Leads trembling ſeamen down to watry death; 
And oft, when tiſing on his back upborne, 
Is daſh'd on high in countleſs pieces torn z— 

1 But 


(34 ) 
But now afar ſee ocean's monarch riſe, / 
O'er troubled billows ſee how faſt he flies, 
And drags the feeble ſkiff along the flood, 
Laſh'd into foam and colour'd red with blood 
At length ſubſides the elemental ſtrife, 
His rage exhauſted with his ebbing life, 
As tow'rs a rock on ſome ſky-circled plain, 
So looms his carcaſe o'er the duſky main. 


Elate the victors urge the added toil, 
Extract the bone and fill their ſhip with oil. 


Fraught with the germe of wealth our ſeamen roam 
To foreign marts, and bring new treaſures home, 
From either Ind and Europe's happier ſhore 
Th' aſſembled produce crouds the merchant's ſtore ; 
From eaſt to weſt the fruits and ſpices ſweet 
On our full boards in rich profuſion meet; 

Cana y iſles their luſcious vintage join, 

In cryſtal goblets flows the amber wine; 
European artiſts ſend their midnight toil 
For Erude materials of our virgin ſoil, 

For us, in tiſſue of the Glken loom, 
The lilacs bluſh, the damaſk roſes bloom; 
For us in diſtant mines the metals grow, 
- Prolific ſource of pleaſure, care, and woe ! 
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Oh may we ne 'er for heaps of uſcleſs wealth, 
Exchange the joys of freedom, peace or health, 
But make ev'n riches to our weal conduce, 
Their worth appreciate by their public uſe | _) 


'Tis thus our youths thro! various climes afar, 
From toils of peace obtain the nerves of war 
But what dark proſpe& interrupts our joy? 

What arm preſumptuous dares our trade annoy ? 
Great God! the rovers who inſult thy waves 

Have ſciz'd our ſhips and made our freemen ſlaves. 
And hark ! the cries of that diſaſtrous band 

Float o'er the main and reach Columbia's ſtrand 
Now hark ! th' alarms from ocean ſpread around, 
And circling echoes propagate the ſound, 

From fmooth Saluda fed with filver rills, 

Up the Blue-ridge, o'er Alleganean hills; 

To where Niagara tremenduous roars, 

At o'er white-ſheeted rocks his torrent pours, 
The dreadful catarat whole regions ſhakes 

Of boundleſs woods and congregated lakes ! 

To fartheſt Kennebeck adown whoſe tide, 

The future ſhips, unfaſhion'd, monſtrous glide, 
On whoſe rough banks where ſtood the ſavage den, 
The ax is heard and buſy hum of men 
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But hark! their labours, hark! their accents ceaſe. 
A warning voice has interdicted peace, | 

Has ſpread thro' cities, gain'd remoteſt farms, 

And fir'd th' indignant States with new alarms : 

The ſickly flame in ev'ry boſom burns, 

Like gloomy torches in fepulchral urns. 


Why ſleep'ſt thou, Barlow, child of genius why? 
Seeſt thou, bleſt “ Dwight, our land in ſadneſs lye ? 
And where is + Trumbull, earlieſt boaſt of fame ? 
*Tis yours, ye bards, to wake the ſmother'd flame— 
To you, my deareſt friends! the taſk belongs, 

To roule your country with heroic ſongs : 

For me, tho' glowing with conceptions warm, 
I find no equal words to give them form : 

Pent in my breaſt the mad'ning tempeſt raves, 
Like priſon'd fires in Etna's burning caves : 

For me why will no thund'ring numbers roll ? 
Why niggard language do'ſt thou balk my ſoul? 


* Mr. Dwight, of Greenfield, in Connecticut, is Author of an Epic Poem, 
ealled I be Conqueſt of Canaan, of which Joſhua is the Hero. This work 
was put to the preſs a few months ago. 


+ Mr. Trumbull of Hartford, in Connecticut, is well known throughout 
America, as the Author of M*Fingal, a mock heroic Poem, in four Can- 
tos —lHe is alſo known by his friends as the writer of many excellent Poems 
on ſerious Subjects, which have never been publiſhed, Oh 
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Oh let me tell, but half I feel—-I muſt, 

I will have utt'rance, nor in ſilence burſt ! 

Come thou ſweet feeling of another's woe 

That mak'ſt the heart to melt, the eye to flow 1 
Come thou keen feeling, livelieſt ſenſe of wrong ! 
Aid indignation and inſpire my ſong | 
Teach me the woes of flavery to paint, 

Beneath whoſe weigbt our captur'd freemen faint ! 
Teach me in ſhades of Stygian night to trace, 

In characters of hell the pirate race! 

Teach me prophetic to difcloſe their doom, 

A new born nation trampling on their tomb! 


But fi:ſt with me, Americans! prepare 
To view th' abode of horror, pain, deſpair— 
Prepare to feel your blood with fury boil, 
Your boſoms palpitate, your ſteps recoil, 
In ev'ry pulſe reſentment beating high, 
While the red lightning flaſhes from your eye. 


What mortal terrors all my ſenſes ſeize, 
Poſſeſs my heart and life's warm currents freeze ? 
Why grow my eyes with thick ſuffuſions dim, 
W hat vifionary forms before me ſwim ? 
Where am I? Heav'ns! what mean theſe dolrous cries ? 
And what theſe horrid ſcenes that round me riſe? _ 
K Heud 
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Heard ye, the groans, thoſe meſſengers of pain? 
Heard ye the clanking of the captive's chain? 

. Saw ye the dungeon, in whoſe blackeſt cell, 

That houſe of woe, your friends, your children _ 
Saw ye where: others their dire fate deplore, 
Pale, hopeleſs, faint in chains who pull the oar ? 
Or ſaw ye thoſe who dread the tort'ring hour, 
Cruſh'd by the ,rigours of a tyrant's pow'r ? 

Saw ye the ſhrinking ſlave, th' uplifted laſh, 
The frowning butcher and the red'ning gaſh? 
Saw ye the freſh blood where it bubbling broke, 
From purple ſcars beneath the griding ſtroke? | 
Saw ye the naked limbs writh'd to and fro, 

In wild contortions of convulſing woe? 

Or have ye heard that youth eſcap'd, relate 
The frightful ſtory of the pris'ners' fate? 

And has the tale of cruelty he told. 

Thrill'd thro' your blood, or froze with death-like cold? 
Or fir'd, as down'the tear of pity ſtole, 

Your manly an, 1 me up the foul? 


Some guardian pow r in . mercy. intervene, 
Hide from my dizzy eyes the cruel ſcene ! 
Oh ſtop the ſhrieks that tear my tortur'd ear, 
Ye viſions vagiſh ! dungeons diſappear ! 


b. 4 all 


PR. 


( 39 ) 
Ye fetters burſt! ye monſters fierce, avaunt! 
Infernal furies on thoſe monſters haunt! 
Purſue the foot-ſteps of that miſcreant crew, 
Purſue in flames, with hell - born rage purſue! 
Shed ſuch dire curſes as all utt'rance mock, 
Whoſe plagues aſtoniſh and whoſe horrors ſhock ! 
Great maledictions of eternal wrath, 


Which, like Heav'ns vial'd vengeance, ſinge and ſcathe ! 


Transfix with ſcorpion-ſtings the callous heart, 
Make blood-ſhot eye-balls from their ſockets ſtart, 
For balm, pour brimſtone in their wounded ſoul, 
Then ope perdition and ingulf them whole ! 


How long will Heav'n reſtrain its burſting ire, 
Nor rain blue tempeſts of devouring fire? 
How long ſhall widows weep their ſons in vain, 
The prop of years in flav'ry's iron chain? 

How long the love ſick maid, unheeded rove 
The ſounding ſhore and call her abſent love, 
With waſting tears and ſighs his lot bewail, 
And ſeem to ſee him in each coming fail ? 
How long the merchant turn his failing eyes 

In deſparation on the ſeas and ſkies, 

And alk his captur'd ſhips, bis raviſh'd goods 
Wich frantic ravings of the Heay'ns and floods? 


His 
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His children, objects of his tend' reſt care, 

Forlorn ! now point the arrows of deſpair, 

Black melancholy thoughts within him roll, 

And groans and words burſt from his burden'd ſaul 
„Why was it, Heav'ns! I roam'd thro' foreign climes, | 
- Sought reſt at midnight and aroſe betimes ! 

Tell me for what, by prudent forethought led, 

I eat of toil and carefulneſs the bread ; 

Was it for this my dawning 'hopes began, 
To periſh thus a poor, old, wretched man! 

Life I could leave, nor drop a ſingle tear, 

But that I leave to mis ry lives ſo dear \ 
Yet come, thou milder death] e'er hunger come, 
Lead an old man to mans dark narrow home 

Come, cer the canker-worm of pen'ry eats 

The bluſhing bloſſoms on my bed of ſweets !” 


How long, Columbians dear! will ye complain 
Of theſe curſt inſults on the open main? 
Will ye then unreveng'd forever ſleep ? 
Awake! awake! avengers of the deep ! 
Revenge! revenge! the voice of nature cries— 
Awake to glory and to vengeance riſe ! 
To arms! to arms! ſwift fly, ye patriot bands 
”Fis Heav'n inſpires, tis God himſelf commands, 
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Save human nature from ſuch deadly harme, 
By force of reaion or by force of arms |! 


Oh ye great pow'rs! who paſſports baſely crave, 
From Afric's lords to ſail the middle wive— 
Great fallen pow'rs, whoſe: gems and golden bribes, 
Buy paltry paſſports from theſe ſavage tribes— 

Ye whoſe fine purples, filks and ſtuffs of gold, 
(An annual tribute) their dark limbs infold— 
Ye whoſe mean policy for them equips, 
To plague mankind, the predatory ſhips — 
Why will ye buy your infamy ſo dear, 
Is it ſelf-int'reſt or a daſtard fear ? 
Is it becauſe ye meanly think to gain 
A richer commerce on th* infeſted main ? 
Is it becauſe ye meanly with to ſee 
Your rivals chaia'd, yourſelves ignobly free ? 
Who gave commiſſion to theſe monſters fierce, 
To hold id chains the humbled univerſe? | 
Would God, would nature, would their conq'ring ſwords, 
Without your meanneſs make them ocean's lords? 
What! do ye fear? nor dare their pow'r provoke ? 
Would not that bubble burſt beneath ycur ſtroke ?- 
And hall the weak remains of barb'rous rage 
Iofulting, triumph o'er th' enlighten'd age? 
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Do ye not feel confuſion, horror, ſhame, 
To bear a hateful, tributary name? 

Will ye not aid to wipe the foul diſgrace, 
And break the fetters from the human race ? 


Then be the toil, the danger, glory ours, 
"Tho' unaſſiſted by theſe mighty pow'rs : 
Then oh, my friends, by Heav'n ordain'd to free 
From tyrant rage the long infeſted fea : 
Then let us firm, tho' ſolitary, ſtand, 
The ſword, and olive-branch in either hand: 
An equal peace propoſe with reaſon's voice, 
Or ruſh to arms, if arms ſhall be their choice = © 


Stung by their erimes can aught your vengeance ſtay, 
Can terror daunt you, or can death diſmay ? 

The foul enrag'd can threats, can tortures tame, 

Or the dank dungeon quench th' etherial flame? 
Have ye not o ce to Heay'n's dread throne appeal'd, 

And has net Heay'n, your Independence (ſeal'd ? 

What was the pow'r ye dar'd that time engage, 

And brave the tertots of its hoſtile rage ? 

Was it not Britain, great in. warlike toils, 

The firſt of nations as the queen of iſles; © | 
Britain, whoſe flects, that rul'd the. briny ſurge, 

Made navies tremble to its ad verge, 

Whoſe 
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_ Whoſe ſingle arm held half the world at odds, 
Great nurſe of ſages, bards and demi- gods ! 

But what are theſe whoſe threatnings round you burſt ? 
Of men the dregs, the feebleſt, vileſt, worſt, 

Theſe are the pirates from the Barb'ry ſtrand, 
Audacious miſcreants, fierce, yet feeble band! 
Who impious dare (no provocation given) 

Inſult the rights of man —the laws of Heaven! 


% Wilt thou not riſe, oh God, to plead our caiiſe, 
Aſſert thine honour and defend thy laws! 
Wilt thou not bend thine awful throne to hear, 
The pris'ner's cry and ſtop the falling tear! 
Wilt thou not ſtrike the guilty race with dread, 
Thy ten fold fury on the heathen ſhed ! 

Oh thou Moſt High, be innocence thy care, 
Oh make thy red right arm of vengeance bare, 
Reſume in wrath the thunders thou haſt hurl'd, 
To blight the tenants of the nether world! 
Thou God of Hoſts, be on thy ſuppliants fide 
Inſpire their councils and their armics guide !” 


But hark the trumps, as if by whitlwinds blown, 
Sound from cold Lawrence to the burning zone ! 
Thy cauſe, humanity, that ſwell'd their breath, 
Breath'd in each boſom cool contempt of death 


While 
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While rumbling drums from diſtant regions call'd; = 


Men ſcorning pirate rage ruſh'd unappall'd : 
With eye- balls flaming, cheeks with crimſon fluſh'd, 


From rice-green fields, and fir-clad mountains ruſh'd,- | 


High mettled youths —unus'd to fights of flain, 
Of hoſtile navies, or the ſtormy main— 

Yet theſe now left unfiniſh'd furrows far, 

To plow the deep and toil in fields of war: 
Stern- viſag d vet rans of the with'ring look, 
Their rattling arms with graſp indignant ſhook, 


Thoſe arms, their pride, their country's gift, what day 1 


To Independence they had op'd the way, 

Frowning wide ruin terrible they ſtood : 

Then like the burſting of an ice-bound flood 
From midland Erie's vales, unnam'd in ſong, 

In native fierceneſs pour'd the hunter throng; 
Beneath their rapid march realms roll'd behind, 


Their uncomb'd locks looſe floated in the wind; 
Coarſe were their garbs—they plac'd their only pride, 


In the dread rifle oft in battle tried, e 
With aim unbalk'd, whoſe leaden vengeance ſings, | 
Sure as the dart the king of terrors flings : 

So erſt, brave Morgan, thy bold hunters ſped— 
Such light arm'd youths the gallant Fayette led; 


Fer 
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E'er Steuben brought the Pruflian lore from far, 
Or Knox created all the ſtores of war. We 
Thro' tented fields impatient ardour ſpreads—, _ 
Rous'd by the trump the courſers rear their heads, 
Snuff in the tainted gale the ſulph'rous grain, 
Reſponſive neigh and prance the wide champaign, 


Now preparation forms the gleaming blade, 
In moulds capacious pond'rous deaths are made: 
Within our docks th' inceſſant labour glows— 
The tool reſounds—the wond'rous ſtructure grows 
Great ſhips of war beneath the plaſtic hand 
Raiſe their huge bulks and darken all the ſtrand, 
Till tow'ring fleets from diff rent harbours join'd, 
Float on the pinions-of the fav'ring wind; 
Tall groves of maſts, like mountain foreſts, riſe, 
While high in air the crimſon ſtreamer flies : __ 
To proſp'rous gales the canvaſs wide unfurl'd, 
Begins to bear our thunders round the world : 
See! ocean whitens with innum'rous fails, 
Be ſtill, ye ſtorms! breath ſoft, ye friendly gales ! 
See! where Columbia's mighty ſquadron runs 
To climes illum'd by other ſtars and ſuns ; 
See ! thro' the ſtreight where flows th' unvarying tide, 
Where riſe the pillars fam'd fo far and wide; 
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See ! the black veſſels win their daring ways 

The long line form'd in battaillous array as 
And now the ardent youthe, with eager eye, 

Dim thro' the miſt the corſair force deſcry, 
Their cloud-like fails hang in the diſtant Heay'n, 
Like ſhad'wy vapours of aſcending even— | 
The ſons of freedom ſobn prepare for war, 

High o'er the top · maſt flames th imperial ſtar. 
Now each obſtruction clear'd—with gentle gales, 
With open ports—half-furl'd the flapping fails— 
Near and more near athwart the bill'wy tide, 

In terrors arm'd the floating bulwarks glide, 
Tier pil'd o'er tier the ſleeping thunder lies, 

Anon to rend the ſhudd'ring main and ſkies. 

E'er yet they ſhut the narrow ſpace between, 
Begins the prelude of a bloodier ſcene— hl 
With ſudden touch deep throated engines roar, 
Peirce Heav'ns blue vault and dah the waves to ſhore : 
Then mad'ning billows mock the fearful found, 
While o'er their ſurface globes of iron bound ; 
Unknown concuſſions rolling o'er their heads, 

Far fly the monſters round their coral beds, 


The battle cloſes—fiercer fights begin 
And bollow hulls reverberate the din 
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The green waves blacken as the tempeſt low'rs, 
Chain'd bolts and langrage rain in dreadful ſhow'ss z 
Ship lock'd to ſhip: hangs o'er the foaming flood, 
The black ſides wrapt in flame, the decks in blood 
From both the lines now ſmoke, now flames aſpire, 
Now clouds they roll, now gleam a ridge of fire— 
On hoſtile prows Columbia's heroes ſtand, 
Conq ring mid death or dying ſword in hand: 
Promiſcuous cries with ſhouts confus'dly drown'd 
In the wild uproar, ſwell the dol'rous found : 
And nought diſtinct is heard, and nought is ſeen, 
Where wreaths of vapour hov'ring intervene, 
Save when black grains expand impriſon'd air, 
The thunders wake and ſhoot a livid glare: 
Then ghaſtly forms are ſeen by tranſient gleame, 
The dead and wounded drench'd in purple ſtreams. 


Now helmleſs ſhips in devious routes are driven, 
The cordage torn, the maſts to atoms riven ; 
Now here they glow with curling waves of fire, } 
In one exploſion there whole crews expire; 
Here barks relinquiſh'd burnt to occan's brink, 
Half-veil'd in crimſon clouds begin to fink ; 


With men ſubmerg'd there ſome frail fragment floats, 
Here yawaing gulfs abſorb o e loaded boats; 


There 
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; There red-hot balls, that graze the | waters, hiſs 

And plunge the galleys down the dread abyſs; 

1 Here ſhatter'd limbs there garments dipt in blood, 
With mingling crimſon ſtain the foughten flood, 

J While Afric's pirates ſhrinking from the day, 

. By terror urg'd, drag wounded hulks away. 


As when two adverſe ſtorms impetuous driven, 
From eaſt and weſt fail up the azure Heaven, 
In flaming fields of day together run, 
Explode their fires and blot with night the ſun— 
The eaſtern cloud, its flames expir'd at laſt, 
: Flies from the lightning of the weſtern blaſt— 
1 So fled the corſair line the blighting ſtroke 
| Of freedom's thunders—ſo their battle broke 
As if by Heav'ns own arm ſubdued at length, 
Their courage periſh'd, wither'd all their ſtrength, 


Oh then let vict' y ſtimulate the chace, 
To free from ſhameful chains the human race, 
To drive theſe pirates from th' inſulted waves, 
To ope their dungeons to deſpairing flaves, 
To ſnatch from impious hands and break the rod, 
Which erſt defac'd the likeneſs of a God : 
| Then ſeize th' occaſion, call the furious gales, 
. Crack bending oars, ſtretch wide inflated ſails, 


On 
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On rapid wings of wind the tempeſt bear, 
Make death's deep tubes with lurid lightnings glare, 
Like evaneſcent miſts diſpel their hoſts, 
And with deſtruQtion's beſom ſweep the coaſts, 


Woe to proud Algiers; to your princes woe 
Your pride is falling with your youths laid low 
Woe to ye people, woe, diſtreſs, and fears 
Your hour is come to drink the cup of tears: 
Pangs of th' undying worm corrode your reins, 
Conſume your marrow, revel round your veins, 
Burſt rigid finews, quiv'ring fibres ſwell, 

And give the torments of the fiends in hell! 

A ghaſtly paleneſs gathers on your cheeks, 

While mem'ry haunts your ears with captive ſhrieks; 
Then ſtifled conſcience wakening dares to cry, 

« Think on your crimſon crimes, deſpair, and dic”— 
Then ruin comes with fire and ſword and blood, 

And men ſhall aſk where once your cities ſtood. 


'Tis done—Behold th' uncheery proſpects riſe, 
Unwonted glooms the filent coaſts ſurpriſe ; 
The Heav'ns with ſable clouds are overcaſt, 
And death-like ſounds ride on the hollow black 
The long reeds ruſtling to the paſſing gale, 
Ev'n now of men the cheerful voices fail 
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No buſy marts appear, no-crouded ports, 
No dances on the green, no ſplendid courts-; 


In halls fo late with feaſts, with muſic -crown'd, 


No flutes, no viols, and no cymbals ſound 


_ Faſtidious pomp, how are thy pageants fled ! 


How ſleep the fallen in their lowly bed! 

How are their cultur'd fields to deſarts turn'd, 
The buildings levell'd, all th' encloſures burn'd ! 
W here the fair garden bloom'd the thorn ſucceeds, 
There noxious nettles grow, here pois'nous weeds — 
O'er fallow plains no vagrant flock is ſeen, 

To print with tracks or crop the dewy green; 
Highways obſtructed are o'ergrown with graſs, 
And not a living foul is ſcen to paſs ;— 

The plague, where thouſands felt his mortal ſtings, 
In vacant ait his ſhafts promiſcuous flings, 

Here walks in darkneſs, thirſting (till for gore, 
And meditates to leave the deſart ſhorz— 

The ſandy waſte, th' immeaſurable heath, 

Alone are prowl'd by animals of death; 

Here tawny lions guard their gory den, 

There birds of prey uſurp the haunts of men; 
From mould'riag tow'rs and deſolated walls 

A mournful echo ev'ry ſenſe appals ; 


Where the wan light thro' broken windows gleame, 


The fox looks out, the boding raven ſcreams ; 


While 
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While trembling travellers in wild amaze 
On wrecks of ſtate and piles of ruin gaze.” 


The direful ſigns which mark the day of 206, 
Shall ſcarcely ſcatter ſuch portentous gloom— 
When rock'd the ground, convuls'd each roaring flood, 
The ſtars ſhall fall, the ſun be turn'd to blood, 
This globe itſelf diffolve in fluid fire, 
Time be no more and man's whole race expire. 


Thus hath thy hand, great God, thro' ev'ry age, 
When ripe for ruin, pour'd on man thy rage: 

So did'ſt thou erſt on Babylon let fall, 

The plagues thy hand inſcribd upon the wall: 
So did'ſt thou give Sidonia's ſons for food, 

To cow'ring .cagles drunk with mortal blood : 

So did'ſt thou make o'er Salem's waſted plain 
Wide deſolation ſpread her diear domain. 


But let us turn from objects that diſguſt, 
The ghoſts of empires and of men accuiſt 
Turn we fiom ſights that pain the feeling breaſt, 
To where new nations populate the weſt! 
For there anon ſhall new auroras riſe, 
And ſtreaming, brighten up th' Atlantic ſkies, 
Back on the ſolar path with living ray, 
Pour Hleav'us own ſplendours in a tide of day. 


And 
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And lo! ſucceſsful from heroic toils, 

With glory cover'd. and enrich'd with ſpoils, 

With garlands waving o'er theſe ſpoils of war, 

The pomp preceded by th' imperial ſtar, 

Mid ſhouts of joy from liberated ſlaves, 

In triumph ride th' avengers of the waves ! 

And ſee! they gain Columbia's happy ſtrand, 

Where anxious crouds in expectation ſtand : 

See! raptur'd nations hail the kindred race, 

And court the heroes to their fond embrace— 

In fond embraces ſtrain'd the captive clings, 

And feels and looks unutterable things ! 

See there the widow finds her darling ſon ! 

See in each others arms the lovers run, 

With joy tumultuous their ſwoll'n boſoms glow,” 

And one ſhort moment pays for years of woe! 

Then rural ſports and dances gay are ſeen, 

With muſic, feaſts, and flow'rs to deck the green. 


Then glorious days, by hallow'd bards foretold, 
Shall far ſurpaſs the fabled age of gold, 
The human mind its nobleſt pow'rs diſplay, 
And knowledge riſing to meridian day, 
Shine like the lib'ral ſun—th' illumin'd youths 
By fair diſcuſſion find immortal truths, 


Why 
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Why turns th' horizon red? the dawn is near 
Infants of light, ye harbingers appear ! | 
With ten-fold brightneſs gild the happier age, 
And light the actors o'er a broader ſtage! 

This drama cloſing—ſce! towards its end, 

High Heav'ns perennial year to earth deſcend |! 
Then wake, Columbians | fav'rites of the ſkies 
Awake to glory and to rapture riſe | 

Behold the dawn of your aſcending fame, 

Illume the nations with a purer flame, 
Progreſſive ſplendours ſpread o'er ev'ry clime ! 
Then rapt in viſions of unfolding time, 

Peirce midnight clouds that hide his dark abyſs, 
And ſee in embryo ſcenes of future bliſs! 

Sce days and months and years there roll in night, 
While age ſucceeding age aſcends to light, 

Till your bleſt offspring, countleſs as the ſtars, 

In open ocean quench the torch of wars ; 

With godlike aim, in one firm union bind, 

The common good and int'reſts of mankiad ; 
Unbar the gates of commerce for their race, 

And build the gen'ral peace on freedom's baſe | 


